:V.,r 



weird! famt* 



ASTOUND! K< 




M&P 



R/floRE rim rue:-:. 
ffilj waving roe power, 
-mates, fame .- — 

VICTOR RARLO »HM5 TOR- ' . 
MENTED BY AH INSATIABLE 
NEED TO PLAY, VICIOUS 

'GAMES GAMES IN WHICH . 

LIFE OR DEATH WAS THE 
STAKE. AND TO SATISFY 

STRANGE CRAVING, HE I ' 
CONCOCTED FIENDISH NAZES 
AND PUZZLES.. .IN WHICH , 
HUMAN SOULS WERE'HIS 
GUINEA PIGS, AND THE 
CRIES OF THE ANGUISHED 
. HIS UNHOLY PLEASURE.. 
TILL FINALLY HE WAS 
TRAPPED IN TMf LAST 
MACABRE GAME. 
WHICH THERE WAS NO 
ESCAPE/ 







In ail of south amerjca, none was so 
feared and hated as victor rarlo, fabu- 
lously wealthy industrialist and financier- 



-Each BUSINESS RIVAL pitted his brain, pocketbook 
AND SKILL AGAINST THE DIABOLICAL RARLO.. JONLY TO 
END UP BROKEN AND RUINED IN THE — MAZE/ 





/SET RIO OF THIS DOS AND FIND 

SOMEONE WHO CAN BRIGHTEN UP THE 
(waking MOMENTS OF MY LIFE / 

IS '1 



Thus magicians, sorcerers, soothsayers and. other 
conjurors flocked to carlo's domain . . now mecca for 
all weird aw eerie rites. then one night at dinner. . 




WHILE YOUR BOOYREMAINS ^ 
MERE IK SAFETY, YOUR MIND 
SHALL TRAVEL TOA DESTINA- 
TION ONLY I WILL KNOW. YOUR 
TASK. ..TO SOLVE THE MAZE 
OF YOUR DESTINATION AND 
RETURN. IWARNTHEE* 
DANGEROUS/, 




Bur THE STRANGE MYSTIC HAD ALREADY \ 
GONE INTO A TRANCE... AND NOW, AS THE \ 
OMINOUS WORDS OF AN EERIESFELL 1 

FOUREO FORTH FROM HIS UPS, A VAPOUR 1 
TOOK HOLD OF VICTOR PARLO... A VAPOUR I 
THAT SENT HIM REELING INTO THE MISTS I 
OF THE BEYOND/ ^ 




j4 revolving whirlpool . , . 

m moaning cacophony of 
hissing noise/ then fury 
and horror supreme/ for 
the veil of time and space 
ms once more torn 

ASUNDER . 




And again the familiar settings of the 
real world merged into the consciousness 
of rarlo's brain . 



THIS MAZE WAS MORE I IT IS NOT OFTEN MEN 
DIFFICULT, MYSTIC .. . \CAN RETURN SAFELY 

BUT STILL NOT ENOUGH J FROM THE MIND OF 
TO CONQUER ME/ ^ ^ THE HOPELESSLY 
INSANE, GREAT ONE 
FOR THAT WAS YOUR 




D NOW.. .ONE FINAL MAZE, ] STOP, SIRE/ IT IS 
MYSTIC/ AND THEN YOUR 
FORTUNE SHALL BE MADE.' 
T WILL PROVE TO THE 
WORLD THAT THE MIND OF 
VICTOR RARLO 
BE OVERWHELMED 




Seconds afterwards, m the 
cow/yard or victor xarlq . 




YE A / THAT IS T THIS THIRD AND 
INDEED TRUE/ I LAST WAZET THE 
HE HAS KEPT / RAJAH SAHIB WA! 
HIS WORD I J NOT ABLE TO SOLVE. 
HE IS JFOR IT WAS THE WA2E 
INNOCENT I J OF WB OWN MIND / 
I KNOW NOT OF HIS 
DEEDS UPON THIS EARTH... 
BUT A MAN'S MIND IS THE 
PRISON OF HiS SOUL / j 




BUT IS HE 


1 HE IS NOT DEAD 


REALLY < 


'--BUT HE WIU. 


DEAD ? 


NEVER 8E SUMMONED 


SURELY . 


BACK HERE AGAIN 


YOU CAN 


THOUGH I CAST 


CAST < 


A HUNDRED SRTU-fl' 


ANOTHER 


I THAT IS THE FATE 


SPtJLL AN£i\ OF THOSE WHO 


DRAW HIM 


1 WOULD CHALLENGE 


BACK TO 


1 THE MAZE OF THEIR 


THE WORLD/ OWN MINDS/ TAKE 


OF THE 


/ YE THE GOLD/ MY 


LIVING ' 


REWARD HAS BEEN 




GIVEN ME/ I BID J 


j&^fas 


iTHEE FAREWELL/ J 


^easUy 




Tg?\ 


K^~£%3l 



Slowly, a man walks down a forest road, 
slowl y, he unwinds a turban from his head- 
amd here and were are patches of white skin 
showing where the mask on his fact has rubbed 
off the paint 
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WHEN CIVILIZATION BEGAN ITS MARCH INTO THE MECHANICAL 
AGE LATE IN THE IS** CENTURY, THE PARIS EXPOSITION BE- 
CAME THE CENTER OF WORLD ATTENTION. ASIDE FROM 7W 
SERIOUS PURPOSES OF THE EXPOSITION, THE AMUSEMENT 
SECTION Of THE FAIR ALSO TOOK ITS PLACE IN WORLD 
HISTORY . . .THE DIRECTORS OF THE FAIR MET TO PLAN THE 
ENTERTAINMENT SECTION EXHIBITION 




When the polkerushed 
into the chamber, they 
came upon a scene be- 
yond the realm of 
reality. thedirectors 
stood trembling, stark 
raving mad. themonsters 
and the strange man 
who created them had 
completely vanished/ 
the directors never 
recovered from the 
terrifying experience 
they had gone through, 
only their wrecked minds 
remained as mute testi- 
mony to the affair that 
took place in the "house 




JlASER FOR FAME AND FORTUNE, GAIETY ANO EXCITEMENT, THE GREtDY YOUNG OFTEN SCtft TO 
WRENCH OPEN DANGEROUS AND MYSTERIOUS WOPS THAT THEY BELIEVE WILL LEAD THeU TO THEIR 
NTS' DESIRES. SIKH WERE TWO YOUNG DANCERS WHO WROTE THEIR OWN STUANSE STORY WHEN 
THEY TAMPERED WITH WEIRD AND UNKNOWN FORCES. . . 



Doris gibss and eeroie dyson 

7 started out with high hopes 
that were wearing a little t, 




\ THOSE A 

JEWELS, FERDIE/ ( DOWN, PEDRO/ 1 
I WHEN I THINK OF 1 FEAR I WILL HAVE 




A STR/MCS FEEUNS 



TROUBLE LEARNING THE ROUTINE, 


BUT THE MAKE-UP 




WEAR IS REALLY 




SOMETHING/ YOU'LI 












OF IT, V 






rgjjfa 





Doris and fekdie took the jewels from ezil it's 


It was almost dawn whendoris 


UNO FE/iDIE MADE 




1 OBEYING/ 


THEIR WAT DOWN TO THE RIVER FOL 
BEARING THE BODY OFEEILIE. . 


^. 


rRYIT' PEDFIO/PICK KJ^sA 

queen aho _^^fl aS^K 


gjKg^jg 




Ip 


} KfMi 


»Cv 


/•y^^SJ!) 




^X =^»*i 


p jy ^< 


0«m 


i»|a& 


\W# 


Al 



\WHBI TREY REACHED THERIVER. ATEME* COMMAND. I Ww * *?*«? ^"^'' ****■ ™ 

a TV THE TOP OF THE SEAWALL . . . Z0MB ' E 0B£r£o - ■ 




35 DORIS AND FERDIE 
RUSHED BACK TO THE 
WWrewg.STRANGE 
THIN6S WEREHAPPEWC 
ON THE RIVER.- . 



Upi 

FISUREFLOUMERED THROUGH THE 
CYPRESS SWAMP.TOWARD THE 
SimSTER SOUND OF THE VOODOO 
DRUMS AND THE FLAME OF THE 
VOODOO ALTAR. . 






Have rou been to 

NEW ORLEANS 
RECENTLY? 
PERHAPS rOU, TOO, 
ADMIRE THE WEIRD 
'2CMBIE DANCE" 
THAT'S 7W MOST 
EAMOUSNKSHTa.ua 
ACT IN THE COUNTRY. 
BUT NO ONE EVER 
SEES THE STAR AND 
HER PARTNER BE- 
FORE OR AFTER 
THE ft PERFORMANCE. 
EVTRYONE FIGURES 
IT IS A PUBLICITY 
STUNT . AND DORIS 
AND FERffi CANT 
Till. ANYONE THE 
TRUTH WHO W0UL5 

'"-"" ' | T tctwq | 




One of the most macabre tales to come from the 
moors of scotland, took place ftfty'ssf tears ago. 
a police inspector from london arrived ata small 
town bordering on the vast. mysterious moors to 
investigate the report of a strange death in the 
village. the townspeople claimed a werewolf had 
killed a villager ■ - 



HMM.. .SCRATCHES AMD CLAW T HOT A WOLF, 
MARKS. -.FAMG HOLES IN H15 | INSPECTOR 
THROAT/ IT MUST HAVE BEEN 
A "HUGE DOG OR WOLF /, -"* 




The horses did not stop 
until they reached a near- 
by village. a posse was 
organized to trace the 
pouteof ttc horses' flight, 
when they reached thescei*. 
they recoiled in horror/ 
before them lay the dead 
body of the inspector... his 
face and throat clawed by 
the fangs of a werewolf. . . 
his body completely 
drained of blood/ the dead 
he was taking to glas- 
GOW WAS FOUND BESIDE Hff*/ 
ONLY THE FOOTPRINTS OF A 
WEREWOLF REMAINED WATTIST 
TO WE TEf&Bte eV&fT, | THREW} 



This is the half- world. . , the place where monsters and demons lurk, waiting fpp the 

OPPORTUNITY TO INVADE THE WORLD OF HUMANS. FOR CENTURIES, THE DEMONS HAVE SURROUNDS® 
THE EDGES OF OUR WORLD, HOPING A ROAD WOULD BE OPENED TO TH£M^ , ,A ROAD WAT 
WOULD PERMIT THEM TO RETURN TO THE PLANE FROM WHICH THEY HAD BEEN BANISHED . 
HERE IS A STORY OF ONE ATTEMPT AT INVASION/ 




DOWN THEY RUSHED. . .DOWN AS CLOSE TO THE EARTH-PLANE 

AS THEY COULD REACH . 




And, unnoticed by any but the dos, the 
demons stood by and watched . 



DID YOU HEAR SPOT ?J 
HE SEEMS TO HAVE 
SENSED SOME EVIL/ ] 
■I FEEL IT, TOO/ 






BUT SINCE TOUR LABORATORY 
IS ON AN ISLAND. ANOTHER 
PROBLEM EXISTS. I, AND THE 
OTHERS OP MY KIND, CANNOT 
CROSS WATER. AND SO, WE WANT 
TO CREATE ANOTHER SUCH 
FORCE-FIELD ON THE MAINLAND. 



1 




F<W A MOMENT DICK DIDN'T UNDERSTAND... BUT TH£M 
HANDS WITH THE STRENGTH OF STEEL DRIPPED 
NIMANDHISWIfE. . ■ | .^/^W ^ 




Once through the force- field 
there were long moments of ""* 
intense pain, a burning as 
though from the uttermost 
depths of hell, and a constant 
vibration that tore through 
their very vitals 




As SOON AS POSSIBLE, DICK HURRIED TO THE HOME 
OF JIM WILSON; HIS BEST FRIEND, AND TOLD 
FANTASTIC STONY . 




It was a sight to startle we bravest man/ 
through the force-f/el o they poured, their stench 
filling the castle with the odor of thin6s 

long-dead . . . 




The old stone steps echoed with the 
sound of racing feet as the thftee 
humans made a frantic effort to 
escape the horrible tort ures mvtinb 
rat them. 




HIND IT LOOKS LIKE THEBES A 
WAV OUT- - ./ OVER THERE / 
THAT'S HOW THE WATER MUST 
HAVE GOT INTO THECELLAR/ 




ArOSOON THEY if OH/ 1 NEVER THOUGHT I'D 

"OUTSIDE j^^UVE THROUGH IT/ 
nrCASTLCANO 

ACROSS THE ft *E'RE HOT THROUGH 

MOAT, .. [J YrrfWE'RENQT 



YE3...THE DEMONS MAY BE IM-^ 
PRISONED IN THE CASTLE, BUT 
WE'VE GOT TO DRIVE THEM BACK 
INTO THEIR HALF-WORLD/^ 



AND.-. ] THERE/THA 
TAKE CARE OF THAT 

MACHINE. WE'LL HEAD OVER 
TO THE ISLAND NEXT, AND 
TAKE CARE OF THE OTHER 
ONE/THEN THE DEMONS WILL 
BE OUT OF THE EARTH -PLANE 
FOR GOOD/ 



Mi t 
ID J 




Us... THE DEMONS WERE FORCED 

BACK TO THEIR HALF-WORLD/ BUT 

WAS IT FOR GOOD '/* 

WE WERE BEATEl 
THIS TIME, BUT 
ANOTHER CHANCE 
WILL COME/SOME' 
DAY WE'LL FIND 
ANOTHER WW TO 
THE EARTH-PLANE/ 
SOMEDAY WE'LL 
RETURN 




CRIMSON FURY 



Someone once said, facetiously no doubt, that 
if Cleopatra's, nose had been a little longer, the 
map of the world might have been -changed. 1 
guess there's a kernel of truth 1 in that. We all 
know how a little thing, even the roost insignifi- 
cant, can alter a person's life ■ — or cause his 
death. A man is tired, he lights a cigarette in bed 
: — and the next day we read that he burned to 
death. You're driving along, carefree, and for a 
moment you daydream and take your eye off the 
road. . . A crash! Or you're taking a shower and 
the soap falls out of your hands — you can slip 
and break your skull. 

In our town people are still ralking^bout the 
little incident in Nate's Barber Shop that had such 
a disastrous effect on three persons' lives. 

Nate's is a small store that stands midway in 
the block that houses most of our town's stores. 
It is, as I say, a small place but not really so by 
our standards. It has three chairs and though 
Nate handles all the business himself during the 
week, come Saturday the shop begins to fill up 
and Nate has to put on two extra barbers. 

Nate is getting on in years and I guess you'd 
say he's a man who takes his time. But twice a 
month, the lead drops out of his sfioes and he 
moves around like a young heller, f bar's when 
Harris Brinton comes into the shop. Twice, a 
month, in the busy part of a Saturday afternoon, 
Harris Brinton appears at the door and no matter 
who is in Nate's chair, Nate gets rid of him 
quicker than you can brush your trousers.' 

I don't know what Harris Brinton did to rate 
this service.. Nobody in our town knows. anything 
about Harris Brinton — or at least they didn't 
know . . . until that fateful affair. The point is, 
he eases into the chair, without a word or nod 
of greeting, Nate works oa him — just the clip- 
pers and scissors, no razor — Brinton hands over 
a bill and he departs. Not a single word between 
them. The first time he was there, I understand, 
he gave Nate instructions on how he wanted his 
hair done, and since then never a word passed 
between them. 

But one day Nate fell sick and took to his bed 
and when Harris Brinton entered, Nate's son Jog 
stood behind the first chair. Joe had a job as clerk 
in the county courthouse and he had two children 
of his own, but he had learned barbcring by his 
father's side and he felt it his duty to take the 
old man's place, it" being his day off. 

Harris Brinton looked at him, a small smite 
forming around his lips, "and he seated himself 



in the chair. 

- "Only the clippers and scissorSj" he said, "No 
razor."' , 

"Gotcha," said Jse. 

And as Joe began to snip with the scissors, 
Harris Brinton closed his saucer-round eyes and 
began to drowse, the clicking rhythm of the scis- 
sors- lulling out all other sounds. He didn't hear 
the banter of the waiting men, or the clink of the 
register as Joe rang up the money from oneof 
the Saturday barbers, or the door open to let 
someone in or out. 

But suddenly, though it was the faintest of 
nicks, Harris Brinton's hand clapped to his neck 
and he jumped out of the chair, his face purpling. 

"Fool!" he cried. "Idiot! 1 told you, no razor!" 

"Sorry," said Joe. "Slipped my mind." 

Harris Brinton glared. Some say the whites of 
his eyes grew red. 

"My coat," he demanded. 

"Only trims- the sideboards and around the 
ears neater," said Joe. "No real harm done." 

But Harris Brinton flung down a bill and 
without waiting for his change, stomped out. He 
hurried up the hill, the old memory coming back 
to his mind. The old memory . . . and the old 
horror. He'd been only five or six then, and his 
mother had taken him in for a haircut. It was 
something of an occasion — a neighbor girl's 
birthday party — and bis mother told the barber 
to make it extra neat. So after finishing with the 
clippers and the scissors, the barber dabbed some 
suds around his ears, and when next be turned 
around, there was a big, shiny razor glistening 
in his band. It was as big as a cutlass to the 
young boy, and his eyes grew wide and he 
screamed. But bis mother held him — it had to 
be neat — and fearfully he thought his throat 
was to be slashed. He squirmed, and there was a 
little blood — and he fainted. . . . Harris Brin- 
ton's brow now was damp, remembering. 

But back in Nate's Barber Shop the men were 
joshing Joe a bit, telling him he ought to stick 
to clerking in the courthouse, and the incident 
was soon forgotten. 

For two weeks it was forgotten. 

Old Nate was still sick abed and on the sec- 
ond Saturday after, Joe couldn't stop to play witli 
his children. He had to hurry to open the barber 
shop. But it was never to be opened again. For 
outside, hard by the door. Joe was found, bis 
face digging into the sidewalk, a crimson gash 
deep in his neck. A gash that could have been 



made only by a knife — or a razor. And Joe's 
keys were still in his pocket. 

The townspeople quickly gathered. The sheriff 
was summoned. All stood aghast. Joe was much 
loved and the fever of revenge in Craigville soon 
reached the boiling point. 

"Couldn't be one of us." said a tall man with 
a fiery eye and a black beard. "Nobody here in 
Craigville would do such an act of the devil . . . 
unless — unless — " 

"Out with it. Jediro," said Sheriff Cunningham. 
"What's on your mind?" 

"The man on the hill," Jethco replied. "Harris 
Brinton. He's really a stranger. Been here a year 
but nobody knows him — " 

"But everybody knows you want his house," a 
voice called out. 

Jethro flushed. "Nobody knows him," he re- 
peated. "Besides, 1 heard tell as how he had 
words with Joe — hot words. About-a razor." 

The crowd took up the cry and Sheriff Cun- 
ningham knew he had to question Harris Brin- 
ton. The men and boys of Craigville followed 
him up the hill, muttering. 

Harris Brinton greeted them calmly and heard 
out the sheriff without speaking. His eyes studied 
the crowd and finally he said, his words jumping 
out in a sharp staccato: "Nonsense! I was here in 
my house all the time! I never left the place!" 

But some of the men had meanwhile been go- 
ing through the house. A sharp call from one of ' 
them brought the crowd surging to the library. 
The tall man, Jethro, stood on the threshold, his 
eyes gleaming. 

"You have no right — " Harris Brinton began. 

"Old Jethro," one of the citizens cackled, "is 
just lookin' through property he's aimin' to get." 

But Jethro stood his ground, "Look!" he said. 
"In that glass case. Razors! Dozens of 'em! And 
one of 'cm is Nate's. You can tell by the nick 
on the handle." 

The men elbowed forward. 

"That's Nate's all right," one said. 

"He uses it on me all the time," another as- 
serted. 

"I know it like I know my own jackknife," 
said a third. * 

"And look at all these books," Jethro's voice 
proclaimed. "Books of the devil himself. Jest read 
them titles. Medieval Magic. Sorcery of the Mid- 
dle Ages. Alchemy Regained." 

A low murmur tiuilt up, grew to a growl in 
the crowd. The men's hands stirred restlessly. . 

"Men — " jethro's voice boomed Tibove the 
muttering, "men^ you can see for yourself who 
did it! Are we goin" to bed each night dreading 
a man with books like these — and a case full 
of razors? 1 say — " 

"1 say," Sheriff Cunningham interrupted, "break 
it up, men! I'll take Mr. Brinton in and have him 
questioned legal-like by the County Attorney and 



everything will go according to law. Now all yau 
men disperse!" 

He tried to take Harris Brinton from the room, 
but the crowd stood in a solid wedge, their souls 
inflamed by Jethro who kept up a running exhor- 
tation. "No!" cried Jethro, "Don't let the sheriff 
take him! No — men!" And the words kept splat- 
tering out of him like angry bullets. 

But the- sheriff kept pushing, and he was a man 
of great strength, and finally Jethro leaped to the 
case, smashed it with a paperweight and drew 
forth the razor. He bullied through the crowd, still 
shouting, and waved the razor under Brinton's 

"Confess!" he;.ctied. "Confess — so. all may 
know you did it, you son of the devil!" 

"Out of my way, you fool Jethro," said the 
sheriff, "or I'll have to take you in too — for 
obstructing justice." 

It never was clear what happened next. At the 
Coroner's Inquest, the next week, Sheriff Cun- 
ningham swore it was done with malice afore- 
thought; but some of the men claimed that as 
the sheriff was trying to push Harris Brinton 
through the crowd, and while Jethro was waving 
the razor, somebody in the surging crowd stum- 
bled against jethro's hand, the razor made a 
swooping arc, and suddenly a deep red gushing 
gash appeared in Harris Brinton's neck. One per- 
son even insisted, later, that Brinton actually bent 
his head to m:et the razor, but nobody believed 
that. 

There was no question, however, that Brinton 
died — of the same kind of gash that killed joe, 
old Nate's son. He died muttering strange curses 
and imprecations and that he'd get vengeance 
even tho he was dying. 

At the Coroner's Inquest, death was found ti 
be "accidental." Nobody knew what the juror 
actually thought but some of them had been ir 
the "crowd" and they felt too guilty to point ; 
accusing finger at Jethro. 

As he came out of the storming courtroom, o 
Farley jethro stroked his beard and laughed. At 
he hitched up his pants and took a walk up tl 
hill to see the_big house that had been Han 
Brinton's. Within twenty-four hours he had 1 
lawyer make out papers for the sale, and sin 
there were no heirs the county had title ai 
Farley Jethro got the house cheap. Real cheap. 

And every day Jethro walked up to see ( . 
house. And at the end of two weeks, when . 
the papers were finally signed and the title *fc 
in his hands, jethro walked in to stay. ■" 

He never walked out. 

He was found the next morning on the fla 
of the library, his throat gashed from ear to e. 
like poor Joe and Harris Brinton. 

But the razor was still in the case — with tj 
flecks of blood on it. And nearby, Harris Brj. 
ton's books on sorcery and black magic. 



i 




When stefan hootner inherited his uncle's west Indian estate, his arrogance and 
contempt for the natives was unbridled. he scorned their ceremonies, insulted their 
gods, sneered at their centuries' old beliefs and brutally punished the slighted 
infractions. yet there was to. be a reckoning. the forest drums boomed, foreshad- 
owing disaster'. but stefan's ears were closed, and his eyes 010 not see the 
creeping shadows of doom which forecast . . . the voodoo ordttal/ 



Stefan hootner never dreamed such 
a scene could ever take pl ace, when 
he first arrived at his deceased uncle's 

ESTATE 

v PARDON, SIR, 
WHAT ARE THESE BEGGARS 1 BUT THEY ARE 
DOING HERE? WHY AREN'T/ CELEBRATING 

THEY AT WORK r-r YOUR ARRIVAL.' 

THE FIELDS? jf SEE THEY ARE 

BRINGING YOU A SACRED 
CARVING TO WISH YOU 




I OUGHT TO BREAK IT "^ DON'T DESTROY 

OVER THEIR LAZY SKULLS..,' ) IT, MR. HOOTNER/ 

GHT, ALL RIGHT, I'LL J IT'S FOOLISH 
KEEP IT, BUT GET THEM ^AHD DANGEROUS 
AWAY FROM THE HOUSE / M TO IGNORE THEIR 
CUSTOMS/ 




THE H0RR1BLETHINgTnO,N0/ 


IS...(GASP/J 


. .^WE DARE 


CHOKINCME / 


J NOT TOUCH 


DON'T STAND/ 


'voodoo SIGN/ 


THERE— / 


T IS FORBIDDEN. 


AHRGOH/l 


IT IS YOUR OWN 


HELP ME / \ 


FAULT/ j 


GET IT OFF/ 




(W£?7^. 


L/;/jJP 


fk$ 


WMIm 


fflvW* 


^^jf^'/JJk 


Bin 


mm 



%/ustas sacefmr as the 

WRITHING SNARE HAG APPEALS, 
SO MOMENTS LATER . , . 

y^— * 

IT'S GONE/ ONLY MY WHIP IS 
HERE/ IT COULDN'T HAVE 
BEEN MY IMAGINATION, BECAUSE 
I STILL FEEL THE PAIN/ SAGO 
WILL PAY FDR THIS DIRTY 
TRICK WITH HIS NECK/ 






BaT THE DEED WAS DONE AND STEFAN 
GLOATED . 



how let them try their voodoo on me / 
I'll sit here all night if necessary, to 
prevent sago's body being cut down/ 
this will teach them who is master 
of the hootner estate / 1 




Jh MONieur snriKKi stefan rose m stark 

TERROR FROM HIS GRAIN AS HE SAW . , , 




WHAT IS ALL THIS CURSED BUSINESS ABOUT ? 
I — I HIT HIM FOUR TIMES AND STILL HE V 
60 OOWN ' I CAN'T FOLLOW HIM INTO T 

FOREST/ I WOULDN'T DARE/ 



v m 




n 



i^ATgfi, OESP WITHIN ME fofxsr. 
STRAWS XlIES ME t*W AT 

VclOtMia'S CAMP , . 



a lame bat's toot Pt, 2s& 

SICK TOAD'S BLOOD... INTO 1 HE 
POT YOU SO/ AND NOW VEL 
DAMMA WILL TEST HER GREATEST 
POWERS TO MAKE HER MISTRESS 
OF THE ISLAND/ MY SON SHALL 
BE AVENGED.../ YAGOO/ 
NULGAA FAREE EGAN / . . .1 
MIX OUST OF THE 
MANDRAKE ROOT / 



OLD VEil DAM MA 
GONE / HEAR 
HER SCREAM P 
SHE SWALLOW 
UP IN MAGIC 
SMOKE. 



JhwV* the smoke vrra>. . . 


LOOK/ THAT'S/YES, I HAVE 


REAL DEVIL. 


J CHANGED BUT 


VOODOO/ , 


I AM STILL VEL' 


VEL DAMMA 1 


DAMMA/ COME 


VANISHES 


yCLOSER NOW AND 


AND WE SET 


> LISTEN TO MY 


THIS BEAUTIFULV PLANS TO MAKE 


GIRL IN HER. 


^ THE EVIL 


KACE/ J 


HOOTHER WISH 




HE WERE DEAD A 




THOUSAND TMES/ 




\\m**^jsLfc'. 


wfffl nMS 






THEM YOU WILL MARRY 
ME.VELOA/ IT'S THE MOST 
WONDERFUL THING 
HAPPENED TO WE SINCE 
CAME TO THE ISLAND/ 
COME . . .ASK FOR ANYTHIKQ 
AND IT SHALL BE YOURS/ 




CHEW IMPROVED FORMULA 



CHEWING GUM! § 

REDUCE ^i 



°P »» lUe " With Dr Phillips 

to O IDS. Week W,th Plan 



Reduce to a slimmer more graceful figure the way Dr. 
Phillips recommends — without starving — ^without 
missing a single meal! Here for you NOW — a scien- 
tific way which guarantees you can lose as much 
weight as you wish - or YOU PAY NOTHING! No 
Drugs, No Starvation, No Exercises or Laxatives. Jhe amaz- 
ing thing is that it is so easy to follow — simple and 
safe to lose those ugly, fatty bulges. Each and every 
week you lose pounds safely until you reach the Jtd 
weight that most becomes you. Now at last .'you 
have the doctors' new modern way to reduce — 
to acquire that dreamed about silhouette, i 
proved slimmer, exciting, more graceful figure, Simply 
chew delicious improved Formula Dr. Phillips Kelpi- 
dine Chewing Gum. and follow Dr. Phillips Plan. This 
wholesome, tasty delicious Kelpidine Chewing Gum contains 
Hex'tol, REDUCES appetite and is sugar free. Hexitol is a 
new discovery and contains no fot and no available corbo- >^ 
hydrates. Enjoy chewing this delicious gum and reduce j 
with Dr. Phillip: Plan. Try it for 12 ddys, then step on f 
the scale. You il hardly believe your eyes. Good for |U 
men too. 



SUPPLY 



I 



MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! 10 DAY FREE TRIAL! 



1 



,*i B ht • 



10 doys your U 
you pay nolhm 



AMERICAN HEAUHAIDS CO., Dept. CH-120, 318 Market St., Newark, N. 

Just mail at your n«w and address," and $1.00 cath, «tU£ NAME^ . ! _. 

or meney-erder. You will receive a 12 <Idy supply CITY - 



of KEIPIOINE CHEWING GUM (improved Fotrr 
and Dr. Phillips Reducing Plan postage prepai 



ADDRESS. 



□ Send me Special 24 day lupply and FREE 12 day parage for $2.00. I under, 
Willi KELPIDINE CHEWING GUM and Dr. Phillips Reducing Plan, I tan return in 



SENT ON APPROVAL - MAIL COUPON NOW! 



CAIN MORE WEIGHT 

IN 10 DAYS OR YOUR MONEY BACi! 



CALLED SKtMNVI 



at last Mors-Wate plan that puts 
attraotivs pounds and inches en 
body, chest, arms ami \m- 




lory olfor. veil ean obtain «-woy MORE-WATE latitats 

jll 10 .lays' supply ... for jusl 11.00 or = 30 day supply foi 

1 S2.9U, phi? a !(. liiiy ouiiply [rec. wjtL an j!iwiui- jiki,' 

. elicited wiih we 1 ' 
used supply for lull refund! You've 

weight to got"! Act now! Stop being the guy or the gal [hat 
everyone tails "skinny." Slop being !be guy or tbe gal who dreads 

Not one child yet has failed to go lor and a& for more 
MORE-WATE tablets! Stop worrying about children not 
eating enough, give them MORE-WATE tablets— it stimu- 
late! their appetite . . ■ they eat it like candy! 



heit, hips, thighs, t _ 

. . or afraid lo be seen socially oi 
'ou mutt achieve the figure y 
inythlng. An now! 



SENSATIONAL 10-DAY TEST! 



MAIL THIS NO RISK TRIAL COUPON NOW! 



MORE-WATE CO., Oept.115 

318 Market Street, Newark. N. J. 



O Send me 30 day supply plus- an extra 10 day supply (Ihal'i . 

40 day supply) Tor M.MS. I understand that if 1 am i>ai delighted 
nd (1.00 rash, check or with MOKE-WATE (nbltis and plan, I «m rclurn Ihe 30 day 
supply of MORE-WATE supply in IP days for full purchase price refund, and keep (he 



CITY. STATE.. 



SENT ON APPROVAL-MAKE AMAZING 10-DAY TEST 



